den." Some smart, very strong Turkish sailors
lined up opposite me. Not far from the porch stood
a group of military doctors in somber uniforms. A
second yellow carpet was unrolled to cover the flight
of steps on the left of the porch, more eunuchs went
by, more Gladstone bags were carried past me.
Then came soldiers in yellowish brown, and palace
officials in white and blue, with red collars. Two
riding-horses were led by two grooms toward the
back of the mosque. The musicians rose languidly
from the bank, took up their instruments, turned
round, and faced toward Yildiz. Through the
crowd, like a wind, went that curious stir which al-
ways precedes an important event for which many
people are waiting. Nazim Pasha spoke to the chief
of police, slowly moving his white-gloved hands,
and then from the hilltop came a rhythmical, boom-
ing noise of men's voices, very deep, very male: the
soldiers before the gates were acclaiming their sov-
ereign, I saw a fluttering movement of pennons;
the sultan had emerged from the palace and was
descending by the hidden road to perform his devo-
tions.

In perhaps five minutes an outrider appeared from
behind the mosque, advancing slowly parallel with
the bank, followed by a magnificent victoria, cov-
ered with gold and lined, I think, with satin, drawn
by two enormous brown horses the harness of which
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